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THE 


DEDICATION. 


Moſt humbly Offer d 


To all the worthy GexT1ie- 
"MEN, Lapis, and OTHERS, 
Subſcribers to the following 


BSE S it has been a Cuſtom, Time 
AA out of Mind, lor Authais of 


particula: Patron or Patron's 
Sanchen to bog the Crectit of 11: 


1 
” „ 14 


D EDC 


| Names, to ſcreen their Works from the 
Envy or Malice of little carping Critics, 
and pay their juſt Acknowledgment for 
Favours conſerr d, and at the ſameTime 
to apologize for any little Fault, which 
might (either through Haſte in Writing, 
oe Error in the Preſs, for Want of Time 
lor more regular Correction) have crept 
into their Works ; this being a general 

| Aﬀair, and as ſuch ſupported, I thought 
it my Duty to make an Addreſs by a 
general Dedication, and moſt bumbly 
hope all who have honoured me with 
the Favour of their Names, will ſo far 
continue their Indulgence as to read it 
with Candour, and confider what they 
read, as the light, tho“ not the look 
. ſcapes of a young Author: I ſhall not 
vaioly boaſt the Merit of thele Pieces, 
not 


* 


1111 


DEDICATION. 
nor meanly decry them ; I think one as 


p arrogant as the other ignorant : For if 
there can be any Thing more abſurd 
* cry down the Value of one's Ware, and 
then impudently invite Men of Senſe to 


a Purchaſe. All I can ſay in their Bo- 
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and my own Production; and 1 cou'd 
wiſh (as the Country Folks ſay) they 
were better for your Sake : Infallibility 
was never yet given to any Author, nor 
was the beſt of em without Faults, tho' 
I bluſh to give myſelf that Title, when 
efle& on the Trifles now offer'd to 
your View, I hope you'll conſider this 
as an Apology, and remember, 


(Humanuam off l are.) 


if 


4 


DEDICATION. 


H might hope to be honour'd with 


the Favour of your Protection, equal to 


my Reception, I have all my Vanity 
cou'd prompt me to defire ; I will, 


however, flatter myſelf, it is fo ; aid, 
in that Aſſurance, make bold to ſublerids 
myſelf, | 


Hxxar Warp, 


THE 
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| The Beau — 


SCENE I. 
CONSTAN T. Lodging. 
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Friend. Ah! Glen, Woman is like the 4 


ck, always © 
II. 


AIR Cold and Raw. 
Women moſt ave like the Wind 
That is always a-changing ; 
Some to Lewdneſs are inclin'd, 
Others ts roving and ranging. 
— * he due has l ts do 
Tt ſuch fickle Creature; 
One in lune. ſoarce i two, 
But ſale wo | kuvw by Nature, 
Conſt, Fray, what make» you ſpeak againdl the | 
ad ! One cus mais — eng 
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2 LOTT 


— 


To ew ny Son 


SCENE | I. Sir Timothy CarefuPs Houſe. 


bir Tim. How happy dal 1 be, if I can but 
my Daughner to marry Mr. Meodiftl: ? 
has four thouſand « Year of bi own, which, 

| with what IT may 


* Gr Tim. Ape Idols; & i defer you to 
4 K 2 
33 


baden 


mand) to be obeyed. 
AIR IV. Hear me ye Nymply, and every Swain, 


(6) 
to fix on a Perſon whom I ſhall think 


for 


Gentleman of cen Te and worthy of 


N 

i you don't think but that 1'd 
prefer Mr. „wich his ſmall Fortune of 
two Hundred a Year, before that vain Fop with 


make me happier than to be ſacrificed to the Em- 
braces of a Man, whom I do, and always hall 
_ tho' your Perſwaſions be ever fo much 
to 


contrary, 
Sir Tim. Huſſy! No Contradictions to the 


deſign d you, unleſs you agree "to the Propoſals I 


Match ; either prepare to love him, or ſtarve 
for you ſhan't have a Penny of the Fortune 


| you, 
Cel, — 
Match w 


how unhappy ſuch a 


1 


wou'd have you, nay, command you, to receive 


Mr, Modi as one 1 deſign for your Hucband, 


ON» - 


Cel, Dear Sir, hear me. 
Sir Tim, I'll hear no more of your frivolous 
Excuſes j I once more tell you, I expect my Com- 


Celia, Be kind, nor longer wrack my Heart, 
When penove Care paß, 


My 


: Mr. Modiſh is the Man I mean, Child; be 


his four Thouſand ; for, if my Fortune (tho' but 
ſmall) were but joined to him that I love, Wound 


Sir Tim, I ſhall not conſider about it, but k 
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a rA 


— 
= 


e of 


fr Love in n nos 
Thing have been practis d fame two or three 


R * 8 $3 r SEFERE 


(7) 
My Soul already ales wwith Smart, 
Then arge net my Difreſes 
With fancied Yoy, and certain Pain : 
Deſpair and Hope invade me, 
Let me no longer ſue in vain, 
*Tis Love bas thus betray'd me. 


Sir. Tim. Love has betray'd you ! Very pretty 


&F wuly; is not Mr. adi as handſome, think 
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? He's as , I'm ſure: 


2 


ſor you, 
only my Fabrick is very weak, and the leaſt Mo. 
tion looſen the Joints. 
Cal, Sir, all this Praiſe will avail nothing; for 
I can never love him, 
Sir Tim, Love ham ! Why it does not ſignify 
a Fig whether you love him or not, marryin 
quite of Faſhion now ; I allow uc 


Centuries ago, but now it is quite got; love 
him, quatha, ha! ha! ha! 
Col, Sir, you can never make me falſify my 


Ward to Goyflani, Send me to a Nunnery ; do 


B 4 all 


1 and I wonder that ſhou'd 
not take with you; for I know your Sex are 
> nerally cnamoured with thoſe fort of Sparks: 
* ſides, he can fing and dance ; then he's as valiant 
* as Herenles; and fome other great Accompliſh- 
ments you'd find in him, if you wou'd but mar- 
ry him, you little Rogue, Here, let me ſec hold 
| of your Hand, I'll ſhew you how he can dance, 

| (To, ol, and fings and capers.) Oh! my Stitch, 
* odd there had like to have been a Caper 


Sir Tim. 
Hour 
you ſhall k 


Abo Madam, you 
—— To 


Was ever Parent fo cruel ! If Conflant ſhou'd 
not love me at tan! But | dare believe he's e Man F 


” ; 
Be, Did you call, Madam ? 
CH, Yes, 


— how HM 11e my Cou- 
ſin's, and wy to divent wy Mcluncholly. 


| 5 Father's keeping me fo cloſe at Home, 
3 | how far my Inclinations 
[ YE 
J AIR V. 1 


My Love to refr 
| Still, fill 1 — Relief. 
Ie now going to my Couſin's to enquire for 
you, 24 


Exchange, in 5 — 
, don't 
j marry Mr, Mail, he'll turn me out of Doors 


Fre rt 151107 73 4 


| — 4 
Nin in the World, vo vowing, That if 
without 


my Fortune. 
Conft, He can't fure be fo cruel! Iowever, deat 
Celia, let not his Threats affright you, the little 
Fortunc l am Maſter of will be fufhcicnt to make 


us hve happy together, tho as; © © gay! 6 


17 


fon, and my Father's Crucky 


| him; but if he pro 


(10) | 

Manner as I cou'd wiſh for your Sake, tho' I don't R 
Gd hun tn 60. Us Bis — , 

Sgt os 7 pn yrs op ms nr] 

) he muſt needs be convinced 

I love you, and will certainly relent and beſtow 

the Fortune which he now denies ; but if he fill 

remain inexorable, then, my dear Celis, 

Love ſhall make up what Fortune does deny, 

And Love alone all our Wants ſupply. 


AIR VI. Did ever Swain @ Nymph adore: 


— 


longer Uneaſinehs. he 
Friendly t 

Conſt. This Morning, my Dear, — 
CE DE IINnED 
rel with him, by caſting ſome Teſloc tion 
Women, and, in 
all Pretonfions to vou; ſo that, if the Fop's Va- 
liant, he'll appoint a Place to fight; which, if 
he docs, I'm ture Friendly will get the better of 
proves an arramt Coward (of which 
I'm pretty well affur'd) eee hum 
deal of Mirch, and wy be Meant to mak 


dont 
ned 
Vorld 
nced 


(tow 
e ſtill 
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| * let us about it inſtantly. 
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r to us aſter we are married: Therefore 


AIR VII. Pretty Polly ſay. 
Come, come away, my Near, 
STS © Obs Sis 


bene er I find 
You prove kind, 
e my Mind 

O think you ave as Bowe. 


Conſt, Truth of Paſſion pn 
Cel. Tet I. fear you _—_— 
2 Conſt, Not you, my pretty Dear 


Cel, Well, here's 8 my Heart you 
have already ; but I wou'd have you go before 
ms 0 my Coulin's, Il take « Chair and follow 
it 2 proper for both to be 


ll, my Commands ſhall 
142 Dear, your [ Kiffes ber.] 


2 my deareft, li, trurft Love, 
My Diligence ſhall my Impatience prove, 

[ Exit. 

Col. Betty, Call the Chair back again, I'1 fol» 

© low him before my Father returns ; 1 may de- 

| pend, I think, on his honeſt Declaration ; which, 
A « changes, maker mc eve milcrable. 


612) 
AIR vn. King Arms, 
Should I diſcover 
My Lover 4 Rover, 
I fear my tender Heart wou'd break, | 
| n own ; 


Ard al th bad Gu that &er be could take, | N 
And bug bim yet cloſer, I 
Secur from all Harms, 


With u 
Still * 7 
eee yo. 


SCENE III. The Piazza. 
Well, 1 am now on that beautiful 1 
CE, nnd noe I hang Bone of Ale 4 


deira Wine in my Head, I'll 4 —— far 


with the Air of a Man of | 
what ſhall I ſay to her? Oh! 1 Strike þ 
me crooked, Madam, if ever I ſaw fo beautiful a 
Perſon fince my firſt Entrance into Human Na- 
— 11 bluſh, and ſay, Lard Sir, you © 
_ Praiſe me beyond my — 1 Madam, ; 
— — Us not in the Power of Words j 
Gene * 
don't know what to ſay more, — fancy 
| it tack bt eee Speech wa of 
a. 
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4 my Rival's Companion what 
The do this Wap! Pax on him, him, I can't 


Mr. Mad, 1 — 
| , I'm your Servant, I fi 
1 Bir. — 


ff 


| he 
— 
6 | am now going comake the (© 


; fortune I mct with laf Night, the | 


p comes a cluluſy Cit with a 

| out | the Gallery, threw down the 

and bah d all the Powder out of my 
4 ty of apy den Villain ** the Gut 
' rat me, to be try d by a AMA 
ISE bur, . 
ing in 4 Een, 1 and 100 firm to be 
Jed out by wahle Cit, Dem me, Bir. 

Fr, How odiou: the Coxcomb talks ! | Afde.] 
ELI 


brenn, Mr, Mad. 
Mud. 


(14) 
Med. Pray, Mr. Friendly, what makes you 6 
averſe to Matrimony, for my Part I am 7 ? 
on't, that I am og 
be married to Miſs Celia Careful. | | 
FH. Indeed I wou'd adviſe you, Mr. Mediſh, to 
the contrary, for he that takes a Woman in n 
in my Opinion, takes a wet Eel by the Tal, . 


AIR IX. My Heart was fo free, &c. 
A 'd Man's Life 
There 22 — Bleſſing 
5 er meet with a z 
But be that lroes free 
Mad. Dem me, Sir, I'll ſuffer no Man to ſpeak © 
againſt the fair Sex in my hearing ! : 
Fr. Why, pray what's your Reaſon, Sir ? 
Mad. Becauſe I love them, and he that ſpeaks 
againſt them, deſerves to be beaten for a Coward, 
rat me. 
Fr. A Coward! pray, Sir, who is it you brand 
a_ Name of Coward? I fancy you mean 
me, dy, therefore £ it your impertinent ert. YZ 
Addrefles to Miſs 2 ll it hall fon 
, -- car} rg for 1 
believe you apiſh Milkſops boaſt of more than 
any of you are able to perform, 
Mod, Egad now he begins to bully, I have not 
a Word to ſay for mylelt; 1 . Come, Mr. 
Friendly, let all che filly Women in the World 
| TOO" be 


going with all poſſible Speed to 


; ( 15) 
ve hang d, why ſhou'd you and I ? prither 
* er d n pray take a Pinch of Snuff. 
F. Dem your Snuff, Sir, do you mean to af- 
front me? [Strikes down his Box.] 
> Med. Dem it, if I put up fo groſs an Affront as 
2 this, I ſhall be the Jeſt of the whole Town! 
Sir, this is a very improper Place to in 
but if you'll be ſo kind to give me a ing at 
four this Afternoon, at the Crown Tavern in Corn- 
= bill, I'll endeavour to ſhew myſelf (as I hope 
vou will do) a Man of Honour and Courage. 
Fr. That I hall, Sir, you need not doubt, ſo 


| be punctual to your Time, or I ſhall quite 
F ſou that hatchet Face of yours——410 farewel, 


[ Exit, 
Maat, folus. 
> Now, dem me, if I han't brought myſelf into 
* a fine Scrape! And . 
poſlibly tell—If | mcet him, he'll certainly pink 
me; and if 1 don't, he'll me for a Coward : 
* Belides, I (hall be laugh'd at by Sir T:motby and 
: his Family, and when he finds I am not valiant, 
be won't give me his 1 z enfeeble me, it 
| I carea Pinch of Snuff whether I have her or not; 
wr by won't, there are Ladies zh that 
won proud of marrying ſuch a ſprightly 
Gentleman as Lam, dem me, Oh! 17 
di Tamothy, 


1 


Enter dir Tomothy, 

Mr. Med, Your humble Servant, Sir. 

Mod. | am fuperlatively yours ; pray, Sir, how 

does your beautiful Daughter * May I hope 
* 


7 
I 


CENL ASHER A£AS | 


(16) 

RSS of the happieſt Perſons in the © 
Sir Tim. Really, Mr. Mead, I can't ah the 1 
the Jade's Head runs ſo much on Mr. Conflant 
that ſhe vows ſhe'll have none but him. But— 1 
Mod. Dem me, Sir, I wou'd have you to know _ 
that n i 


2 


but enforble, Sir if | cant have my Lady Opie 7 
foun with twice 's Fortune, only _ 
to be worſe than 


bir, 1 fancy you take me 
final 


* 
— 4 a Cullender of 12 65 


ſpoken, ſtrike me all [ Ade. 
Sir Tim, Be * — — 
Anſwer, and i ſhe won't marry you, I'll never 


look upon her more ; and when once you have 
had her a late while, and gi yiven her (ome Fea 
ther- bed Doctrine, twill ſoon 
of Conflant out of her Head ; « 
your humble Servant. 2 
Med. N dem me, if I have not 
frighten'd this old Fellow 1 1 
tang wou'd I could ee Fr 
theTime of Meeting draws nigh, I — 
woug \ this Ducl, rat me, I wou'd 
rely give hy G * fairly off ; for if he 
i myFace, 1 dun i be able to fiir out 


if 
— 2 and then the Ladies will mio 
inc 


I can have no one elſe , |* 


| (19) 

F nr m not in a hundred 

4 Quandaries about this Matter. 

* Sir, was not Mr. Friendly here ſome time 

4 —— Ves, — * here, but he > 

away in 3 aſſion. inable, 
and I have a ſlight 22 we have 
inted a Place to meet to have a Duel. Now, 

| les, what wou'd you adviſe me to do? 

' Chor. Adviſe you to do ? Why, to ſhew your- 

* felf a Man of Courage, and mect him at the 

Time and Place appointed. 

* Med. Why really, Charles, I don't much care 

ſor this Buſinchs, and ſhou'd be oblig d to you if 

you'd go in my room. 

* Char. Sir, I humbly thank you, I believe you 

wou d: But really, Sir, 1 don't care to have a 

Sword run into my Guts, when I can as well a- 
| void it, Ha, ha, ha. 

* Mod. Why, truly Charles, I can't ſay but thou 
. in the right, becaulc if you ſhou d 
be wounded, you'd perhaps had 4 a difficult 
Matter to pay the d ; But however, I'll 
give thec thirty Guigcas, if you I undertake this 

Affair for me. 

Char, Why, Sir, I confeſs there is fame Temp- 

| tation in Cuincas ; but — 

' Abd. Pon Never heſitate on che Maner, 
here's twenty more; ſure fifty will do the Buſi- 
neſs, wan't it, Charles, ha? 

Char, Why, aps Sir, it may pay the Sur- 
pen for what Wounds 1 hall get— But chen ! 

E hope 
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618) 
hope you'll conſider I (how have omethin fr 


my Trouble in y 
Mod. Well, | oy a Note for ſiſty Guineas - 

more, now I you're ſatished. 

Chery. Oh! Mr. Adi, you have ſuch a win- 

ning Way with you; but after all, how maſt 1 

perionate you, ſo as not to be known. 


Med. Oh here, we'll change Clothes, for then 
he'll take you for me, depend upon it 80 now 


In lip into a Chair, anc hems, for tive an 
Body ſhou'd know me 0 n 
haſte, tis now three © and four is the ap- 
pointed Hour, fo don't loſe Time, but away; 1 
little thought to be transform'd into a Footman, 
dem me ; but however, better ſo, than to have 
a Sword fix Inches in my Guts, rat me : Chair, 
Char, [Exit calling Chair. | 
Char, Was there ever ſuch a Fool, to give me 


— —— — r 


Mr. Friendly, and inform him of this Aﬀair. I 
thall be ſupply'd with Money from my Maſter's 
too when he hears on't. x any Pco- 


2 —_— 


AIX. Lads of Dunce, 
The Chambermaid, without the Aid 
Of Gald, will wer conſent to . 
The Valet br, toe hows the Fee, 
As wis is 16 be Jamnd that do's net. 
The gaudy dreſs d Brau, with all bis fine Show 
Will wr meet Reſp, a be has got Ponce, 
But 


ng but his Cowardice : Well, I'll go now to "4 


been Mr. Ad, and it foems Mr. Friendly and 


11 find be'll be told, 


| „Jan 
1 Although a great Fool. 2 6 on of goed Senſe 


Enter Conſtant, who at firſt Sight takes Charles 

for Mr. Medrſh. 
Conſt. Mr. Modiſp, your humble Servant, 
Char. Oh! Sir, - Bows. 

Conſt, Heyday ! What, Charles the Reaſon 

of this Transformation ? 

er, I'll tell you, Sir, Ha, ha, ha; here has 


he has quarrell'd, and they pointed a Place to 
fight ; now, Sir, Mr. 11% has given me a 
hundred Guineas, and lent me his Cloaths, to go 


and meet Mr. Friendly in his room ; fo, Sir, I 
was coming to tell you of it, that you might 


vent Mr. Friendly's being diſappointed, that's all, 
Sir. 


Can. Very well, Charles, I'll immediately go 
to Friendſr, and tell him of this Fool's Cowar- 


"3 dine, and then I's inform my dear Coba, that he 


be laugh d at on all Sides for as I am mar- 
rs Grays, he this may be a means to recon» 
cile me to Sir 7 imorby ; theretore, Charles, away 
in thote Cloaths to Sir Timothby's Houſe, for a 
Reaton I have, 
Cher. I ſhall, Sir, Hen. 
AIR XI. Happy Chun. 
Conft, All Grief and Care Pl! cal away, 
And in their room let Mirth appear, 
To celebrate this happy Day, 


That gains my lovely Fair ; 
— 2 Yu [ f 


( 20) 5 
Such Pleaſure and Tranſport poſſeſſes my Mind,. 
As not till this Moment I ever cou' 7 
Since ſhe I lev'd alone L 
Has prov'd to my Wiſhes kind. 


[ Exit, 
Sir Timothy's Houſe. 
Enter Jeremy and Betty. 

Bet. Well, | think my old Maſter is very 
cruel to his Daughter, to perſuade her to have 
Mr. Modiſb, when her Heart is intirely fix 'd on 
1. other People's Affairs, M 

b ard not 's Affairs, Mrs. 
a pry le us mind our own— When ſhall 
be the happy Day, my Charmer ? 

Bet. Happy Day, for what, Sauce Box ? 
Yer. Why, for us to be marry'd, my dear 
Angel. 

Bot. Pray, Sir, let me have none of your im- 
— I —_— if you are {0 
eager to marry, I wou'd adviſe you to propoſe 
that Queſtion to my Lady Ramble's Laundry- 
Maid, with whom I believe you have been a little 


too buſy. 

Jer, Ideareſt Creature, don't wrong me ſo, you 
are tow well aſſur d of my Behaviour, I think ne 
one equal to your charming (elf, 


ATR XII, On a Bank of Feuers, ec. 
Of all the brighteſt Ladies gan, 
That ſhine at Maſquorade, 
Ts mio yu form more gay than they, 
Tung de in rich Brocade. 


To tempt all Men to Sin. 


Bet. Come, all this won't do ; you thought, l 
I knew nothing of the Matter; but you'll 
I do, and you'd do the ſame by me if you 


= 22 cou'd, you wou'd 14 fo, oh, oh. 105 
7 Os, 
on Yer, Pray, Mrs, Betty, moderate your Paſſion: 
Come, I know you only do this to try me all this 
Irs. * while, for I know no ſuch Perſon as you men- 
1all F — Naga do you, only love to teaze me, 
you Jade you, come let's kiſs and be Friends. 
18 Pray don't kiſs me, don't. 
"3s f [ Puſhes bim flight y anooy., 
0 AIR Mn. nelle. 
oſe * When the Miſer quits bis Treaſure, 
ry- I then may prove falſe to thee ; 
tlc But be Il ner forſake uh Fur. 
Nor can ] levely 
o Therefore my Deareſt 3 
neg And treat me no more with Diſdain. 
I'm doubtful, and fear youll dH. 


fill cru remain 
'4 I try 
You wo'd j ae, 

And I fear inconflant pro 

My Truth never = 

Once ſhall waver, 

From the fair one that I tons 

C 2 Bt, 


: 5 


W : 
* 


et. Prither then 
jur ave @ Kiſs, tol, tol 


Afde.] 1 like this Fellow mighti 
e dearly © warm, 1 ney Tout So 


Joan, 1 & thee bo 
_s 22725 — _ 
2 nee nn gs 
15 7 — — — Low 7 4% lol. 
—.— op lol - 
ther mo mr of this, tol, tel, bs, 


Jer. 7. 


n, wy | ew, & 5 nll, to, bf 4 
Ii, her. 
Bat. 


623) 

Bet. Forty, I t take ill fol, bel, bl. 
er. Let us apts pr my tol, bel, bol. 
Prithee firſt kiſs me again, tol, lol, bel. 


+ I will true, tol, bel, bl. 
: [Kiſſes her again. 
p | Bet. Then indeed I will hiſs you, tol, lol, lol. 
3 [She kifſes him. 


er. Let us then haſte away, tol, Hol, lol. 


Where we will both go and wed tal, bol, lol. 
Then we will hafte to Bed, tel, bel hol, tol 
[Ext. 


Re-enter Betty. 


5 Well, I muſt confeſs this Fellow's Addreſſe- 

* pleaſe me ſo much, that if he had the Confidence 
to aſk the laſt Favour, without the Marriage Ce- 
 remony, I am ſo weak to think | ſhou'd not re- 
e | fob his, for, when Love has ſet a Woman once 
on Fire, ſhe's moſt uneaſy till ſhe finds a Man 
on any Terms) to quench it. 


AIR XV, Trip tothe Lawndry, 


Though the Pair at ems Coy, 
And declares 17 271 hift, 1 
—— and f, 
Perſuades her Lover to %%, 
2 one bel boldly florm A 
Conqueſt gain, ur er foar ; 


Lo bin but with Kifſe: warm ber, 


Soon bill . you know —where, 
. [FExit, 
er, Sir Timothy, Colia and Conflant, 


( 24) N 
Sir Tim. Mr. Modiſh a Coward, ſay N06. Nl 3 
not believe it. 1 
Con. Tis true, upon my Word, Sir ; my Foot- 1 
man is below in his Cloaths. 1 
Sir Tim. Well, Mr. Conflant, if the Story you 
tell me is true, Il give you my to be 
reveng'd on him. A Coward? I hate a 
Coward. 9 
Confl, He little thinks I'm married to his 
Daughter, already; but however, I'll conceal it 
of as I am ſure of his Conſent. [ Afide, 
Tim. But I muſt be ſatisfied in this Affair a 
lite farther, before I give you my Conſent; here 


Teremy ! 
Enter Feremy 
Did you call me, Sir ? 
Sir Tim Aye, Step to Mr. Modiſb's Lodgin 
and wi him | want © (ack (> hams imened v, 
o _ my.) Now Mr. Conflant, 1 ſhou'd 
he's aCownrd, he'll be aſham'd to come. 
Conſt, Oh ! I warrant he'll find an Excuſe or 
his Cowardice, 2 a very weak one. 
Sir, Mr. Mediſh i — 
is coming * 
Sir Tim, Very well, leave us, [Exir Jeremy, 
Enter Modiſh new dreſt, 


lemen and Ladies, I am your moſt hunible 


Conft Pray, Mr, Modiſh, what's the Reaſon 
_- why ; What, are you going $0 u Ball 
on 
Med Why, I'll tell you vir, Friendly is fach 
# damn'd 


T 
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a damn'd cholerick Fellow, that we 


* 
F * 
Fo 
8 
Nog: 
2 
1 
Fa 12 755 >, 
5 8 
a 
Re 
Ts 
* 


/ pun me Today ? If it was not for the Reſpect 


| come to him a little : 


Py 


quarrell'd 
fins of Appointment for the 
Duel was at the Crown Tavern in Cornu; and 
dem me, immediately after we entered the 
Room, we went to it damnable hard; and, to 


tell you the Truth, Gentlemen, the firſt Bout 
vour Friend cut off the Skirt of my Coat; but, 
dem me, I wounded him twice in the Body, 
and — 4 Dem me, Gentlemen, what 


4. J * 
1 


's the Cauſe of all this 


Conſt. Here, Charles ! 
Enter Friendly, Betty, and Charles in Modifts 


Med. Ha! Charles ! then I'm betray'd. 
Fr, Well, Sir, what's the Reaſon you diſap- 


0 


Sword down your Throat, you Villain 


Sir Tim, Have Patience, Mr. Friendly, let me 
Well, Sir, do you expect 
to marry my now ? ha ! ——Odd 1'd 
lc you hang'd NN.. Conflant, I give her 
to you with all the Pleaſure in the World, and a 
"Fortune to enable you to live happy together : 
bo now Mr, AMA you arc at Liberty to marry 
(my Lady ee yu ak of ti Man 
-mng ; but ling here any more, 1 
Like you, fir, e 22 
;for their proſeſs'd Darlings the Ladies, ha! 


( 26 ) 
r o and 


Candalous 
Cher. Mr. Nd. 


Fo Time Goes Cat near 
| Cal. Sir, there is one Thing more I have to 
ack of you. | 

Sir Tim, Lit i be what it will, n gram is, | F*- 
lam ſoc onnjoyed to think you that 
lo AE, 2 Mr. j 
If, and he married ; bat hope you'll let them 
buth continue in the Family. 
tir Tam, i» Os Fanny? Oy, Gn OR 


| « —- 

oh | * In give them a Hundred Guineas to begin 

a new H Moon with--- 

; er. We'll endeavour to deſerve this unex- 
Favour, ſo generouſly conferred on us. 

; Oe. Now, my dear Celia, we have nothing 

in Appearance to hinder our Happineſs — Mr, 

= Friendly, I have a juſt Senſe of your Friendſhip, 

and hope I ſhall be capable of returning it to 
your Satisfaction: Now I hope all are * 


| Conſt Now my = I am _ 


In 
TI, "7 I'm now peſſcſ 
| Of Foys to " for ever. 


— 2 

Is no Rover, 
I've no Canſe then ts deſpair, 
For now I'm bleff for ever, 


[2 ng grew 

To my F 
My chig 7. 

Was to 4 in bis Low, 

And make him happy for ever. 


nm 1 happy Day, 


ve mm, 


7. nes repine, 


A 2 I 


nnot 


— — 
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THE 
Petticoat-Plotter: 
O R, 

More Ways than one for a ie. 


3 
b 


9 
3A 


Of Two ACTS. 


A'ENSCROFTF, 


Pr 


Truelove, a Gentleman of ſmall For- 
tune, in Love with aal, Mr. Oreft. 


Plus, Nn, the Plotter, Mr. Ward 


perric OAT PLOTTER: 
Wer y 
Pave ays than one at a Wike 


— — — 


ACT 1 
1 Enter Sir S/ mon Scrape-all, and Mr. Thrifty, 
ei THY, Sir Simon Scrape-all, I ſa 
1 fear not, my Child ſhall be f 
1 | Since I lay it t ſhall be ſo, you may conclude it 

* done. 
naw, Sir Sim, Mr, Thrifty, your Conſent was what 
'I chiefly defir'd; had ihe leaf Part of [ſabella's 


* Favour, 1 ſhou'd be happy; but there's that 
ard. | — Truclove, who has long courtec 


2 Oh Oh! | hav comes the Gentleman you 
of ; the Treatment he receives from me. 
ſoon caſe your Fears, and put an End te, 
hi anpertincul 3 


Ente 


(32) 

Enter Trueleve. 
True, Mr. Thrifty, Good-morrow. Sir Simon, 
I am your very humble Servant. 
Thrif. Mr. Trueleve, you are welcome, I juſt | 


now wiſh'd for you. : 
in having employ'd your Þ 


True. Sir, I am 
Thoughts; you are 
Ei: Cn” ö 

— 7 
conſidered the many — of yourM 4 Y 
external as well as and alfo Fn I 
with my fatherly Affection the Neceſlity cir of pr 4 


ny GENE Husband for my Daughter, 1 
here ſolemnly proteſt and vow, that I think Th- | 


Z fitteſt Perſon in the World— 
Teure. How, Sir! ſure you do but jeſt ; all thi: I 
Thrif. Then, Si, to unriddle this Riddle, 
without bcing thought a Conjurer, my Daugh- 
ter ſhall never be your Wü. 

True, Rut — Sir-— 

Thrif. 1 am not to be mov'd. 

Tru, Why then, Sir-—— 

Thrif, What then, Sir ? 

True, Why then vou are a doating old Fool 
and this accurſed Uſurer, wholſc ſole ra 
y in the Hundred, who has theſe throekcore = 
ten Years walk d about the World, dead — 
wet Dead, Sir. 
Deu. Yes, dead Sir; ————— 
1 «+ 1 you were 1 


Sir Sim. A bloody-minded young Fellow, adod 
we had beſt be careful. 


* SThrif. Sir Simon, I'll call my Daughter, you 
Can court I warrant, Sir Simon, Eh 


9 _ 


Alb the 
all born, Love and 
of the fra 
Month of May, 
y-white Hand, and 
dear delicious pretty round—Bub- 
may » you're all 


E nd 2 me? Speak 
my Goddeſs, (peck=——it mat be fo, Silence in 
wy oY Conſent. 


Things 1 ſhall prove obedicnt 


j Fakes Wil 
My Life, my ſweet Duck, adod I 


will Joe you, but when fall 
, but 


32 
4 
. Su, 1 conjure . 


6s an» he hall 
be ſure to obey, — 
Sir 81m, A curious Girl, faith, {walks about.) 


Enter Thrifty, 
Sar Hina, dun Sram. | 


ST S&2 Ski . F. | + 


Fa 


Jus FF —_— r 


tell 


EI. She's a Miracle of Goodneſs, prodi- 
gious! I did not think it had been in any Wo- 


man livi 
a He's raviſh'd, Sir Simon; 
14 How happy thall I be in that virtu- 
ous Creature 
Thrif. . do you hear ? 


Sir m. Oh | Mr. Thr: hag ten a 
my Joy blinded my 

Eye-ſight. 
Thrif. Well, ell, is not ſhe a rare Girl, did not I 


you ſo? 
Sir Sim. Y ou are bleſt with an obedient Daugh- 


ter, and I ſhall be happy in an obedient virtuous 
Wiſe, 


1 New, Sir _— we want but = 


— AI young Fellow, 
therefore, Father, that is to be, let us be careful. 


[ Exit, 
SCENE, the Street. 
Enter Trwelove, 
Where the Devil is this Phorwel/ now ? He's al- 
2 when 1 ſtand moſt in need 
CC 
Emer Platwell like a Spaniſh Woman. 


O Plotwell, came to the reſcuing of 
Maſter, Leber wh —＋ 


* 


«ad 


636) 


Age. 


d to your 


Phe. I hope, Sir, I ſhall do Part, I won't 
een 
True. Without your Help, ſhe's loſt for ever, 
Sir Simon 
Phe. | now Be w to 
frefe—1 know all Si—As 1 
e this 
Diſguiſe, paſſing by 's Door, Jſabell 
Ame, MD 
Secrets; ſhe had before ſufficiently acquaimted 
me how to her Father, as to the 
Affair. How do Petticoats become me, 
True. O mighty well ; but this P ant Bi 
Simon is this Afternoon to go to his Houſe in 
144 


9 
ver d, and meet me here within half an Hour. 
Tru This is the dal Tune 1 dul rouble y« 


and you ſhall be counted the Machiavel of the 


828 84 


(37) 

me but Iſabelle, and Labour is at an 
_ . Exit. 
Phet. 1 hope this Letter will do the Buſineſe, 
as far as a Face of Braſs, and a Brain full of Cun- 
ning will carry me; I am fafe—this is the Door, 
{ Knocks. 
Thrif. [within] Who's there. | 
Piat. A Friend, an't pleaſe ye, Sir! 


Enter Thrifty. 
Ods my Life, fome foreign 
Ode my Lis, fume fro Lady! . Sir. 
Thrif. Yes, Madam Your Buſinck pray. 
Piat. Sir, this Letter informs you. 


Mr. Turzrry, 


I am this Day 
Board the Tyger from 
vou 2282 —— Donna 
T u 4 
— * 
all the Cent afbore, two G. 2 
will come up this Evening by the vr — 
Money and Jewels I'll bri woſelf. 


Ames Tavsry, 


ery good News, faith, Miſtreſs, I ſuppoſe 
1.14 — Mr. Fay inform'd me of 
|  —— whom my Broth-r left to my 
PF. Ves, an't plete you, Sir; I went over 
about tel Years ago with your Brother, my Name 
was Dol/ the Hu * 3222 
953 ou! 


(36) 
8 — he chang'd it to Don- 


_ And Madam 
11 art — Donna Theodefia — 


Thrif Ods my Life, 
— — LIED 

ant ; T learn u pd 

Plat. Nothing more 4 fr, ] was not «4 


Week at Barcelona, when — — —— ba 


—— 1 me, — 
— — — * 


l, 


Ir. 6F Fama rs 
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28 
2 


Wes of 


Servant, and ſince his Death left to my Care; be 


rarely ; I'll join with 


( 39) 
22 i/þ Merchants on the Change, as 
—_— of them Ode my Life, ſhe's 
round Wench, and d warm Bed 


— 
1 — t her; how my Lips itch to be 
at her, but I muſt not be too dd call 


my Daughter; Iſabella ! Tjabeila ! 


Enter I/abella. 
Did you call mg, Sir? 
Tb. Ves, 8 was your 


Uncle's 


civil to her, ſhe'll deſerve it. Exit. 


Plot. Now, Madam, obey your Father, and 
be civil to me. _ 
es 


Ia. Well, I fee, Plotwell, our Deli 
in any Plot will 
rid me of that hateful Monſter——1 leave all to 
you; find you the Means, I'll put it in Execution, 
Plat. Let us in and contrive. 
Exit. 


Ia. I am content. 
Enter Truelove. 
DDr 
el expect no ſavourable 
News Fortune has play d me ſo many jade 

Tricks, 4 
Enter N . 

Oh! Sir, ſuch News! Expect, Sir, to hear ſuch 
News! Bc prepar'd to liſten with Attention, 1 
Can ll 

True, Death, what can you tell ? What News? 
I A be good, keep me no longer in painful Su- 
ſpence ; e — 
erl. c ipea 


Pl Nay, fir. you're angry, I am Glent ; tis 
N — 


4 


640 
but 141 for one —_— almoſt waſted 
him to a Con Service. 

yu ren gies 


» 


Tru. But to what End is this fantaſtical Dreſs? 
Plat, You muſt by this Diſguit | 
for Ana Seribe, the Sorivener, who is this 


- 


7 115 
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(41) 

TZealous, and ſet your gay Looks into the formal 
and preciſe ones of an old Philoſopher---Once 
admitted, you muſt with the Lady by the 
Garden Door the reſt I leave to you. 

True. — 
play d your Part. 


scNE, The Fields. 
Enter Cabbage and Smp. 
Snip, we ſhall have rare Sport with Sir 


Cab. 


$imon, the covetous old Huncks ; tho he be my 
| — be + - + wm n. 


Nin. Oh! A ebe, Oh ' my maſt 
Foc he is tomy 


_—_— 


— — a We 


(42) 
am ſo lean, I ſcarce weigh Threeſcore on each 
Side, beſides Head, Feet, and Garbage. 

Enter Sir Simon, 
You Raſcal, how dare you to leave me alone ? 


ET 


Sir Sim. Let us make Haſte, there may be 
in the Fields. 

in, Oh! Maſter, Maſter, did you ſee that 

1 of Lightning ?---O! 'tis a dreadful 
y Night! 


Sir Syn. Why, ſure you dream, it is as pleaſant 2 
an Evening as ever I ſaw, and as calm. | 
Nin. Saw you that — Oh! bleſs us. 3 
Sir Sim, That indeed was a dreadful Flaſh ; | 
what can be the Meaning of Lightning fo ſweet 


an Evening ? 
ſtrangely afraid, I tremble every 


Nin, Oh! I'm 
Joint of me. 
bella ; mark what I ſay, for tis the Devil ſpeaks, 
obey, or I'll tear you Limb from Limb, 

Sir Sim, Oh ! ble me, Nincompeep, what ſhall 
we d6? Oh! defend us; heard not thoſe 
dreadful Words? Oh ! the Devil, the Devil. 
Nin, Oh! dear Maſter, if he comes, do 
k +0 him, you are a Schollard, ſpeak civilly, 

Ns ore the Gr Night that | 

nip, Expect the firſt Night that you are in 
Bed to be torn to Pieces, F 
Cab. For the is my Miſtreſs, 


| Bois, 


(4) 


And mine. 
ver to 
5 


„ . 
May · u the World, 2 | 
be carry'd to Hell. 

Promiſe. 


Cav. Remember y 
„Devil, In be bound for 


, Nin, O dear 
| him. 
Cab. Or we'll pay you a ſecond Viſit. 
Exit Cabbage and Suip. 
Sir Sim, I thank you very kindly, Devils, I 
had rather your Worſhip would ſtay at Home 1 
, boxe none of your Viſits or 
" |# allure Ly: Juorn 
y i take my Maſter, and ſpare me. 
« i Sir Him. "Tis thy Maſter calls. 
Mi. le it you, Sir? — Arc they gone? = the 
( _ with them. 1 — 
N. 
: gy Sim, Well, t was a 
- theſe lame Devils ; Mercy on 2 "get 
n > havele wd 1 many'd this Devil's M. 


eld, wha u (3 amily ſhould I have had of 
Ain 


| young ones, 


every one of 


worſe ; 


my Children wou'd have had a cloven F 
a Pair of Horns--- Nincompoop, Il — 7 


For to @ Heart like mi the greats 
Is mt by far fo frightful as the Devil 


End of the F ACT. 
ACT IL 
SCENE, 4 Chamber. 
Enter Thrifty, Sir Simon, and Nincompogp. 
Thrifty.” ULY, Sir Simon, you tell me 


Wonders, if e true: tes fi 
want the ne tae; be 


Sir Heim, True, Mr. Thrifty Do for ' 


Evil 


Devils. 


Nin, Ay, Mr, Thrifty, but there were two 
Bai 


Thrifty's, and bid him kee 2 
marry her tothe Devil, i he likes him 1 By | 


« Thouſand Fairies in't, we ſaw above | had 


PF WP 5 © x9 Cer EF=s 7 = TSS) 


T0 oa. e 


(45) 


Devils, E 
ks Gn 
Mouths vomited Fire and Smoak like a — 
br a on Fire. 


Thrif. All Fancy, meer F p_ 
My 3 py Fm 1 55 


ou 
In. Tell him what they ſaid, Sir; Bulls can't 


: 
: 


f 
11 
2 


: 
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(46) 
Sir Lin. Adod, that has a Colour, adod it hat, 
he's a bold cunning 4 
Thrif. What ! Reſign your Miſtreſs to a 
Man, ſe he ſays he's the Devil. 

Sir Sim. Now I think on't, it muſt be him, 
and it ſhall be him ; and adod were it the Devil 
— 2 I'll tell him ſo 
to his T were 

[ Knocking without. 


Nin. Oh! Sir, it is him. 

Thrif. Who, tir? 

Nin. The Devil, Sir, 

Sir Sim. Oh | oh! 9 
Thrifty, do to him, ve not 
— or — her, he ſhall have her. 

Enter Truclove, diſguis d like At. 

1 ſay unto you, Peace be here. 

Thrif. Is not a Man of your Years aſham'd 

to be impos d on | 
Bir Sim. ls there nothing? then my Courage 


returns again, 

Thrif. None but my Friend Ananias Scribe 
ira TW 

Sir Sim, Oh ! Good , Ln, | gre 
Pardon ; but I took you for the Devil : 
hate the Sight of Black as long as 1 live, 
Niue. Sir Simon, I ſay unte you, I defy the 
Devil, and all his Works ; think not, I Gay, that 
I am as one of the Wicked.---Friend Thry 


(47) 
Sirrah, —_— Know- 


ledge. [ Exit, 


SCENE, the Street. 

Enter Ananias, and knocks, Nincompoop above. 
1 loch NK rap, rap, 
1 ? 

; i, Friend, * not ſo furious, and 1 will 
acquaint thee with my Buſineſs in Peace. Tell 
thy Maſter Ananias Scribe is at the Door. 
Nin, Are you ſure of that ? 
Annan. Sure, Friend? I dare not ſwear, but 
verily I am the Perſon known to the World by 
that Name. 


Nin. Then you are ſure ? 


Nin. Then I an 
im, am ſure you 
—— — 
— anno thee, GR Nas 


Anan. Lye, thou abomi 
inhabiteth in thee. 


Nin. Sir, Sir, 


r . above, 


Thrif, Who makes this Noiſe here ? 


Mu. A Fellow, an't pleaſe Sir, that la 
he's Annie Scribe. * y 


Thrif. O, does he ſo, I'll Anania: him, ru 
tach 


to take other People's Name ---Some 


Trick of Truckw.---Ni run 
the Rogue, and tols — rr down, oc 11 
be with you unmediately. 


[ Exit, from above. 


(48) 


Nin, He'll wait on you anon; in the mean 
time, he ſends you this for a Preſent. 

(They ſeize him. 

' Anan, Know ye who I am, that you uſe this 


| Violence? 


Nin, We gueſt at your Deſign ; in with him, 
12 


Where is the that ſays he is Anawar 
* 


Scribe | 
Anan. In the Blanket, Mr. Thrifty, order 
1. won 
r 
Anan. 


on f 


1 did 


12 
* 


7 


Nene 


4 


27 
42 


— 
4 


Enter Nincompoep and Servants, with a Blanket. 
en, Fn 1 ay, where is thy Maſter ? 


* 
1 mg A 


(49) 


Enter Tyzelove, and Plotwell meeting, 
Pur. Oh! Sir, All's ruin'd, we are quite un- 
True, How! I hope I am not diſcover d. 
Plot. The Cheat is found out, 1 wiſh the De- 
vil had Ananias — What a rare Plot has he ru- 
in'd? Sir, you muſt ſtay now and brazen it 


I have aPlot in Store yet, therefore I'll away 


put it in Execution. 


Enter Sir Simon, Mr. Thrifty, Nrncemprop, and 
Servants. 


Thrif. Now, ſhew 
Ar- r 


Sir Fm. Oh Is he ſo? we'll get him a Wife 
Anan, Verily the of Impurity dwelleth 
in him; how cam' thou to defile that ſanificd 


Garment with © + abominable Carcale ? 


Thrif But to what End, Sir ? 
True, To run away with your Daughter, Sir 
er Fim. Oh! abominable Impudence of the 
Fellows of this Ag 
Thbri/. dir Symon, what hall we do with hun — 
We'll « him for the Opera, — Nu 
duch the | nite, we'll las 
here, Lads take hun alive _ — 
2 . Blockhead: 2 L 2 
Tm 


ba (her 8 


— it ' out of this Fellow 
y any more Tricks, 


SCENE, the Street. 
Enter Trwelerv. 
Fortune has ſhew'd her Spite to the utmoſt, l 
may go hang myſelf now, for 'tis impoſſible to 


retrieve loſt 
Enter Pletwell. 
Well, Sir, what's to be done, can you think of 
no Plot now ? 
True. | chink eay Brain is fo confar'd, I have 


* Sir, I'll bring all about 
ir not yet, 

ei ; but am rcally brought to my laſt Plot, 

| my Wits ave ot dnn if 1 Gall in this, i an, 
tacks far over, all muſt be ventur'd on this Bot- 
tom, which muſt come ſafe to Shore, or I ſhall 
be a Bankrupt. 

Tow, Let me know it, — — 
(peak Comfort to my Sul. 

Pla, Go immediately to my Lady Zealors, 
pet her (li- plan, oy Sl 4 to go to Tom 
Cabbage, the Tavior's, he knows all the reſt, 1 
have eu told lun he u manage Matter, 


you 


2 1 


reren 


681) 
and Mr. —— — 
— that's all, be quick and reſolute, away, Sir 


[Exeunt ſeveral. 


SCENRE, A Dining-Room. 
Enter Sir Simon, Thrifty, Phtwell, and Ma- 


cum. 

Ni Odsbobs, Sir Simon, I think Teds 
has advis'd well, for 'tis but getting a Parſon, and 
CO TIDES 

Sir Sim, Truly ſhe is no Fool, all her Words 
are utter'd with Wiſdom, and the gives a ſub- 
ſtantial Reaſon for what ſhe ſays, 

Piat. Sir, it muſt be the ſateſt Courſe, for if 
they were to be marry'd publickly, Trueleve 
d hire ſome deſperate Ruffians, like himſelf, 
wou'd murder all that ſhould oppoſe thei, 
carry off the Bride. 


ri. On wy Du a; Cans, & 


1 be done 
Piat. I have 2 her of your Reſolut? n, 
Sir, ſhe is very well pleas d, and is ready for you, 
Bir Simon, 
Sir Sim, And adod 1 am as ready for her, 
Th. Ods my Life, Sir en, you look 1» 
airy ; how briſk, 142 gav, how youthful he looks! 
Tavodefia, is he not — — vouthiul for a Man 
of his AR — bold up vour Head my Boy, and 
you'll look like an 4 
Sir N. I hape they won't diſcover that 1 am 
painted, the Thought of Marnage has, 1 think, 


_reviy'd me, I'm youn young again 


( 52) 
in, A Sailor, Sir, defires Admittance. 


Phlet. On my Life ſome News from Mr. D 


Thrif. Admit him. 


Enter Cabbage dreſs'd like a Sailor, 
Cab. Is your Name Thrifty, Sir? 
Ni. Yes, Friend, I have no other that I know 
of | 


NA 
4+ e 


=) 2 let them be brought in 
1 is 
„ 


Enter Men with two Cheſts, in which are True- 
love and Short-grace. 

Cab. Mr. Ty ſays, Tomorrow he'll be here, 

and bring the Keys with him. 

 Thrif. Sir Simon, I leave you to take Care of 


my Daughter, in my Abſence, I'll but 2 
n and then, Sir 


Sin Sim. And then Me T, 1 dul b. a 
happy Man. [Eur. 
Truclme and & race out, 
True. Pletwell, 1193 
Short. © dear Mr, Plotwell, as you love my 


Like, bees me from my Priſon, I am waſted to 
unathing, 


Plat. Gentlemen, you are at 

Short, Ln, ro _—_ ——_—_ ﬀ 4 
rather lay Grace to ten Tables, without eating 8 
uu mytell, than endure fo much again, 

True. How all we dad Sr d and N 
ani 


683) 
Phe. r them. Good 
Mr. Chaplain, 1 your Aſſiſtance in this Caſe, 
we have Occaſion for your Hands as well as your 


T 
'Shrr. No Violence, 1 hope, that is againd 


my Conſcience. 
Phe. Only catch the Booby's Hands, and hold 


han G28 (6 am, Rand — 
Nincompoep. 


Did you call, forſooth? 

Pit. Yes, come here. 
11„%̃—X“a 

Nin. Oh! Murder! Murder 

Pher. 1 or I'll 

our | Jay, or — 
— en 
True. But here comes the Knight, 


Enter Sir Simon. 


115 Jon he has ſav'd us the Labour of go- 
Sim, What Noiſe is this — Oh! Ries 
me —_ True here ; Murder, Thieves, 
we, 
rue, Hearken, Sir Simon, be filent, or I'll 
uy you ſo for ever, 
Nin, Awe, Awe, Awe. 
Bir Vun. They have cut my Man'sTongue out, 
and will murder me. - Good Gentlemen, ſparc 
my Life, and take all 1 have. 
Tru, Bu Sen r Per- 
28 | lan, 


2 
enen -u 
ſhall not 


[ fre 
» * CIT ene, bis Back, 
their 122 8 i 
1 out co ſeek 
ſhou'd break 


their N 
e 1 
Kr. 


S 
tr = ＋ e 
11. you damn d Jad, i — ; 
ever I 
gt 
[Eur. 


Plot 
8 * 


COMes 


— 
. 
( 


Enter Thrifty. 


N 
— that I have got * 
ariſh r he 
yn 


_— 
of 


ES 
we hore ; ob ors do] 
foe, Min- 


| compoep, here ? you 
you to leave the Door, 


* ? 
in. Law, yaw, yaw. 


Nrif. I'll yaw you with a Vengeance. 
eee and ſees dr Simon. 


, yaw. 
— the Devil has this Fellow got in 


his Mouth. 

[Takes out bis Gag. 
Nin. The hardeſt Bone I ever chewed in my 
Life, Sir, and the wholſomeſt ; it has made a 
Quart of Water run from my Gums. 
2 Now, Sic Simon, you ar five, how 
is about? Where is my ? Who 
1 you leave the Houſe ? 
* y, wit fel 

— 7 

at Il all 

1 de T 7 
[ Knocks, 


Truclyvc appears above. 
True, Who dare knock at this Docs with tuch 

Authority } 
E 4 75 J. 


6589 


atixty that impertinent Queſtion. 
22 Mr. Thrifty, you 
muſt have my Wife's "pack for your 
Thref. 


ng! y, Sir? 
True. Your * 


— at laſt? O you old 
Fool, and you overgrown Oaf, that cou'd not 

keep the Door Pn -I could fit you both, 

I'm at this old Sot than at Trueleve. 


not to blame, I aſſure you. 
; I hall be 


| Tir. Dl, heard, j — You old Aſs, 
you deſerve a Wife, and could not watch her for 


an Hour. 
Sir Syn. Good Words, Mr. — 2 Iwihli 
; if ever] 


had never ſeen - qe 


Thr 1222 — Dandaze, 5 you 
wou'd have 4d a kind Huſband, fince you 
— * ods my Life, I cou d 
almoſt be — 1 to ſpe you, 
you od Fox, 
ir pite me, Mr, Thrifty! I fcom 1 
Words, This Adventure has both open'd my 
2 for the Kindnets that Truciore | 
done me | curing me of this unnatural Folly, 


dme fo much, and have 
(had 1 been mary'd) that Tomor- 


1 Leck down, you Raſcal, and let your 


are welcome; but you 
Admittance, | 


True, Rail not at them, Mr. Thrifty, they're 


989 2 2 - 


2 fer mo = 


1 


(s) 

row Morning I'll freely give him three thouſand 
Pounds, and thank him into the Bargain. 
— Say you ſo, that's right. 


as a Brother, a Friend 


Truelove, open Door; ſtand not to capi 
os 1 — ind my Preden wither 
ng 


[Door opens, they enter. 


True. Sir, on our Knees we aſk Forgiveneſs — 
If 1 have committed any Crime contrary to Law 
or Juſtice, impnte it, Sir, to my exceſſive Love 
for Daughter, and ſtrive to forget it. 
of — Aer 
In true ve diſobeyed your W. 
it to avoid the Miſery 1 — => 
w 
Thrif. Well, bleſs you bath — Mr, Short-grace, 
I thought to have troubled you for a Caſt your 
Office, but I ſee you have been too quick for me, 
True, Sir Simon, now muſt I pay my Duty to 
you, for you have pro d Father, in 
Cauſe of a Reconciliation with Mr. Thrifty. 
Sir Km. I'm glad it lay in my Power, you 
have been at ſome Pains to win her, and adod no 
Body clic ſhou'd wear her. | 


Fl, Sir, I hope | (hall not be excluded the 
Thrif. 


general Indemnity, 


_ 


_ 
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THE 


Widows Wiſh 
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a 1 of LO 


FARCE. 


Of Two ACTS. 


As Perform'd at the Tura rt in Find. 
1 — —________— 


(6) 


Dramatis Perſone. 


= = & % 

| Capt. Bellair, in Love with Belinde, Mr.Crofts, 
Capt. Fluellin, a Welch Officer, Mr. Norris. 
Cubverin, a Sharper, © Mr. Achureh. 
Alderman Pinchgat, a Scrivener, Mr. Heron, 


Sharp, Servant to Bellair, Mr. Ward. 
Meagre, Servant to Pinchgut, Mr. Robertſon. 
WOMEN. 

Widow Rich, Mrs. Yarrow, 


Belinda, in Love with Capt, Bellair, Mrs. Crofts 

| Charkotte, Ml. Ward 

Jerry, Maid to the Widow, Mrs, Achureh. 
SCE N k, Covent Garden, 


Leadbam, a Hamburgh Merchant, Mr. Yarrow. 
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ACT L 
SCENE I. Covent Garden. 


Enter Captain Bellair and Sharp. 
Bellair. 
ite. Bred 1. f you bred to ? * 
to, bir! why, that's « 
—bired to! Lat 2s Glaks—oo nothing 
in particular, yet I was bred to a great man 
Things — The old People us'd to ſay, when 
was a Boy, that I was bred to the Gallows, 
You know, Sir, I had my Education 24 
neighbouring Academy, Covent-Garden z and 


being ſomething bold > enterprizan my 
Youth, a Fortunc teller told 4 4.4 2 


either a great Man, or be hang d 


Bell 


17 
2 


5 
F 


7 


4 
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be 


* < 


1 
: 

Z 
12 


the Victory will 
u, that Rival has done 


brlieve tie he that has 


: 
F 
| 


U. 80 


be the greater. 


: 


Jenny. 
o 


; tor 


Prejudice 


put her out of Conceit with the whole Sex. 
Bell, What i he? 


Jonny, You muſt know that Lady Rich, who 


* 


Houſewife, ihe lathe © Mind to ende 

felf firſt : But, in the mean time, ſhe hath te- 

commended two Lovers to her two Grand- 
Bee and Chorktte.--"Theſe two 

are rich Citizens ; bat the oddeſt Figures, 


Jem. Rival! Nay, you may ſay Rivals ;--- 
for they're both for Gods : d Ran . 
eldeſt, has a Thouſand Pounds more 
Fortune than her Siſter Chariette ; and 

will certainly 
y, but for this odd 


is a lucky Thouknd. Prithee, 
to fow Diſſention betwirxt em. 
all an. has Miſs Charliette no other 


| , Yes, Sir, « M Officer ; he is call'd 
bm. know him, and have ferv'd abroad 


ny wy we ſhou'd 
old Widow I'm ture he'll 


Jonny, 


. 


T F 


4 


on : We'll give the 
Woman a little Dracodium in her Tea, to ſet 
to ſleep, and then the Houſe is our own. 

Bell. Will you remember me 
22 Indeed, indeed, I will. 

I muſt give you a Memorandum; an 

when you look on this, think on me. 

{Grves Ning. 

Jenny, How can I forget ſo ſweet a Gentle- 


man — 
Bell. Thus I bribe the Governor to ay 
the Garriſon, This Money ſends us all to the 


TEE 


Devil. 


Sharp. And yet it is a neceflary Evil, 
| [ Exeznt Bellair and Sharp. 


SCENE H. The Widows Hoe. 
Enter Meagrc and Jenny, 
Mea, Pray, forſooth, MiſtreG, is avy Maſter 


here ? 
Jenny. Pray, forlooth, who is your Maſter ? 


Mea, O Laud, 1 thought every Body had 
> ha *——- 


_—_ 
(66) 

known my Maſter by me, and me by my Ma- 
ſter, we're ſo like one another: Why, tis Mr. 
Pinchgut the Scrivener. 
Jenny. Mr. Pinchgut !---Prithee, did'ſt thou 
= POR 
Mea. Yes, once; that I 
1 | ago, 


It. | 


U 


. you 

in a Minute, and eat it. The Truth is, 1 * 

rob the Cat of a hollow Bit now and then, I 
himſc 


r A „cc = a. * 
jm * nn N 8 8 A 1 — En r — = 


we — <a 


4 
1 

* 
1 
4 
4 
5 
4 
Fl 
i 

5 
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Mrs. Jenny, your Servant. How, now, Mea- 
gre, haſt thou din'd ? 

Mea. Yes, Sir; I had ſome delicate ſharp Air 
for Dinner. 

Pinch. And yet thou look'ſt as if thou had'ſt 
not cat a Bit this Month. 
Mea. Mrs. Jenny, forfooth, did you ever ſee 
2 1 ogg I? Don't 
— 
24. a Couple ot Sprats out of 

Fenny. Truly, I think the Picture of either of 

in a Ring, would do as well as a Death's 
to put one in Mind of one's End. But 
pray, Sir, with what Face can you pretend to 
ſuch a fine young Lady as He 
Pinch. The Reaſon why we are ſo lean and 
conſumed, is noting but cating too much. 
I Per myſelf fo low with high Feed- 
uſt be more temperate, I muſt, 
* the Doctor tells me I ſhall die. 
Mes. O Laud, high Feeding! I wiſh I cou'd 
ſee a Cobweb ; 1 wou'd eat two or three Spiders 
to ſhew my high 1 _ i 
| Jenny . Logo to wit you, will be like 
lying with an Anatomy. 
Pinch, But, go to, Mrs, Tenny, vou know 
my Buſineſs : The old Lady Rich has given her 
Conſent to my marrying Madam HH 
Jenny, Ay, that is, Sir, if you can win her, 
But if the ſhou'd happen to like Mr, Laadbam 
better, you are to have Miſs Char iure. 
PF 2 Pinch, 


1 


r . 
AE 3 Is 


(68) 
Pinch, Da Miſs Charlette is too 


light for me by a Thouſand Pounds ; and I kh 


the Value of a Thouſand Pound.---But, pray, 
who is this ſame Mr. Loadbam ? 

A Man of Subſtance in the City, a 
H þ Merchant: My old Lady is reſolved 
to diſpoſe of her two Grand- to you 
two rich Cleinens ; but Madam Belinda 


eldeſt, and having a Thouſand Pounds more, is 
to chuſe which of 


you ſhe likes beſt, and the 

other is to marry Miſs Charlotte. 

Pinch. Then he that has the moſt Subſtance 

will carry her, 
Jenny. Then what will become of you, who 


; are but a Shadow ? 


Pinch, Go to, Mrs. Jenny, I mean in Money, 
Goods, and Chattels. 
T * O, here comes your Rival, Mr. Load- 


Enter Loadham. 

Lead, Well, Mrs. Jenny, and what News ? 
Does Mrs. Belinda beg to ſmile yet ? 
think well of my Parts, or no? Do 


Does 
you think my Perſon won't fill her Eye, and her 


Heart, and all that ? pp ae. f 
ment, and does ſhe like me, or no? 
Jonny, She is « Woman of J n 
ſhe herſeli will tell you, whether the 
of no, 
Pinch, Sir, I under 


( 6g) 
Londen ; therefore I wou'd defire to be known 


to 

Load. Sir, I have no great Stomach to your 
Acquaintance ; you are ſomething too lean, 
Pinch. And you a Bit too fat ; I don't like 
this greaſy Fellow. 

Jenny. O, here comes Madam Belinda. 


Belin. Bleſs my Eyes! What do I ee, m 
two Lovers? O Cuprd, if thou doſt inroll ſ 
Things as theſe into thy Service, who would be 
thy Slave? Your Servant, Mr. Logdham, I think 
you fall away. 

Lad. I do waſte, that's certain, Madam. This 
Love's the Devil ; tis as bad to me as keeping 
Lent ; the Graccfulneſs of my Perſon decays ; 
methinks I look as if I had not cat a Bit this 
Month. 

Pinch, I'm fo ſmall ſhe can't fee me, 

Belin, Upon my Word, Sir, you muſt waſte 
a little more before I can like you ; your Size 
is not to my Golit ; Conſider, Marriage . a 
Leaſe for Life, and I don't think it late to let a 
Tenement to fuch a heavy Incumbent, 

Pinch, 1 nd 1 ſhall be the Man. Fair Rel 
da, I come to talk with you about a Buſinch, 
which is « private Buſineſs, concerning a Bulinel, 
relating to your Happinets and mine, But, pray, 
will you lend me your Ear ? F 


Bolin, Speak out I am ſure your Buſincſe is 


3 1 


If ſhe ſhould die, 1 


U 


id to the ſaid Mrs. Belinda upon 
88 Door: — Which Payment 


lay to be 
n 
TT A. 4 


2 it: —[ 


„ 

Pinch. Go to, thou art uncivil; I think the 
Caſe will bear an AQtion thou haſt affronted 
Ar cher Thou 

to ! 1 — 
thou Picture of Famine ; do you ſhe wants 
a Weazel to drive away Vermin ? 
Pinch. My Tecth water to ſtrike him. — I 
have a Stomach. _—— 

Load, I believe thou haſt, to cat me--<thou 
ſtarv'd Raſcallion. 
© Hold me, Meagre, or I hall fly at 
Lead. Let him come on ; ] will baſte thee 
moſt immoderately. 

Pinch. That thou may ar Gan faſt 


Quarrel, and I nat in 
moſt call them to an Account about it,--— 


1 What's this! A 


Load, Half a Crown! Now I am afraid to 


n 
0 
1 
d 
h 
If 


( 73) 
Lead. Nothing, Captain, but here's Half a 
—— and you're very welcome with all my 
cart. 


Cul, Very well; — but now I think on't, take 
this Half Crown again. 

Lead. Ay, Sir, with all my Heart. 

ye „ , Change it for a Guinea; for 
am to with forme Rakes of ity, 
and my ne wich oe young Ra TO 

Load. A Guinea, Captain I have not a Gui- 


_— 
ounds, Sir, make a Guinea then. I 
take this for a Refuſal ; and ſhall the Man live 
chat refuſes to lend me a Guinea! Have I fought 
ſo many Battles up to the Knees in Blood, and 
live to be refus'd a Guinea ! 

Lead. Good Captain, don't be in ſuch a Paſ- 
ſion e 


ch pou « vine you won't fetch me a Guinea, 
r 2 — 


did, and am came to do you Juſtice. 


Pinch, How, Captain ? 


— 


Cul. 
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SCENE, 4 Chamber. 
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(7 
Ben. O 
Quail never be winh me again rnb 


Bell, Miſs Corn 


Madan, paged ©; one om — 


—2 — we ſhould come to a right Un- 


Belin. Then take my Hand, and with it my 
Heart: ;—Now get the old Lady's Conſent, and 
we are 
Bell. Now is not this better than whining and 
dying for half a Year, to no N ? But how 
ſhall I thank my little Angel, for this Piece of 
Service ? li. Charlotte) 

Char. Indeed you muſt get me a Huſband, or 
e 
. „ Ii do both, my 
Jenny, Here's my —— 

Enter Culverin. 
Cul. Ladies, your humble Servant, — Captain 
— gras Ta, Mrs, Jm, a Word with 


Things of me to the 

Wit, 0 — — 144 — 

ach with Child, at « hundred and 

eee 

op the RB of any Regiment with my 
Ar 

t he the Caſe III leave the Ser- 

— a Place where there's 


17 — down thc cad or there's 
The Jade's Palin muſt be 


l. ea, 


like w 


> OBs & « FB Ens 3 + 82 


ir, I'll take a great deal of Care 
be ſure you nurſe her 
as 09+ the Qzr 28 


188 


1 
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( 79) 
Yar! fine 1 hve w'd my Tam 8 


Wil. Mich — 7 
Comforts come but hidem after fourkoare; the 


World is grown fo wicked, that we never think 
of comforting 


one another. 
Cul. Does ent ſhe kiſs like twenty? — Come, 
once more, my old Caſe of Vellum, 
Wid. Ah, Bleſfing on your Heart, you are 
a merry Wag, 

Cul. Come, riſc and tir 


r Stamps, Widow, 
tis wholeſome for you. — Well, what's the Mat- 
ter with you, my 


Wid. Oh, a Stitch in my Side ; but twill 
away in 1 ime. 
Cui. Pox o'the Stitch, you are young enough ; 
but a little too much given to romping, 1 know 
Tricks well anough , dance naked in 
TM till yu each Cold, — 
raly, would my 
6.2 Tru, Capuin, 1 would fin a: my 


of the World, would be glad, you know, to have 
their Friends Countel. 


Cul, I hate good Advice, Widow. Let them 
call „ Raſhoc!. . 


| Flour, cad. ES ls le 
the Wedding. 


ow 7/9 
Wid. 


(es) 

Wid. Ah! this Muſick makes my Blood 
dance in my Veins. 

Bell. Come, Madam, will you make one in a 


Dance ? 
Wid. Verily Iwill; for I don't think it whole- 


ſome to 6 

[ Dance, at the End ſe fall. 
Cul, What's the Matter ? 

Wid. "Tis nothing, I am us d to it: I am ta- 
ken ſo every now and then ; once in fiſty Years, 
or ſo; but twill over; lead me in. 
Cul. Come, my little Love, ——_— 


Wedding Fiddles will fright it (doe 27 


Scrapers. 
beer ted. den 


Bell. Ha, ha, O 
muſt this Fellow run a 


the Family, while ſo many honeſt brave Gentle- 


Enter Capt. Fluellin. 
Ball. Captain, your Servant. ——Ladics, this is 
in Fluellin, 


8 


knows it, — 8 — 
1s not aſham'd of hur 
Belin, — 


Fl, Fluellin is har Name, bur cares not who = 


0 
U 
* 
a 
tl 
* 
re 
is 
ye 


. 


Bell. Bruſh up, Captain; this is the old Wi- 
dow that mth your Wie: You fee the's 
ripe Fruit; if you don 't her ſhe II fall. 
Vid. Hark ve, Children, . 
of myſelf in M ; 1 will likewiſe foe you 


both for. 
z he is It careful Man, — But who 
theſe ? The Captain's Friends come to 


= 
the Wedding, I ſuppoſe. 

322988 ſalute the Widow, and 
wiſh her Joy 
Pounds by o 

1 


1 her, Plucthn ; if 

her, you take ewenty Thouſand 

the Hand, Salute the Widow. 

I thank you, Sir ; Heaven: bleſs you, it 

den me to be made much of, 

Flv, When the Ceremanies and he Wedding, 

is done, that is when we are married, 3 will with 
5 —Tha is, the Humour of it. 

4, What, „„ Jenn) 7 
Jen, 5 
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. What, does he talk of 


Penny. Yes, Madem : He ſays he is a 
tleman of a great Family, and that he will 


ive not had 
recicore Years, -- He 


t mals is 
fAeaven ; and if the Gentleman be in Love with 


Jonny, 


(8z) 
Jenny. Yes, Madam, he's vaſtly taken with 


you. 
Wid. O, I ſhall be fond of him, I hall 


. Well, how des my old Doe? T long 
for Night, es" an 


þ on, Ups but ſhe has promi: 
z and it won't be in — 


Exit. 
Bell What that we a now, Jenny t "1s 
Jenny, Nay, I don't know Von fee all that 
we have been doing is undone has in « Mi- 
nute, Now will ſhe be as fond of him a fhe 
was of rather, , 
Adil 
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low, that I 


are come ; for he is ſo pretty a Fel 


Exit 


"0 


End of the Firſt ACT. 


would do any thing to enlarge his Fortune. 


„6 


are you ſure he never fought in his 
laſt Time he was in the Fields, « 


aCT EL 
SCENE, The Fields. 


Enter Loadham and Meagre. 
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But 
The 


y of fix Years old beat him with « (at- Stick. 
wad, Then 1 will ice him, Bur, hark ve, 
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Enter Pinchgut. 


y to fink. Would I oO 


Pinch. I am read 
ſneak off, 


hw he trembles, he's afraid then I'll be 


— I am too fat to tun away; what hall I 


( 
* Plnch T am a dead Man, that's certain. 
Lead. Draw, Vermin, or this Minute is thy 


laſt. 
Pinch. Sir, Sir, is there ? 
a = Be . 


Laad. he ſhews his Sword. 
Aha. You Ul make him fight this Way whe- 
ther he will or no. 


Lead. I have gone too far. — But, let me fee, 
ſuppoſe I ſhould be inclin'd to Mercy.— What 
Reparation can't thou make ? Firſt, thou halt, 


22 Knees, ack Pardon for thy Raſcality, 


Pinch, east then L 
„ eee 


T5 


— He's « Coward, I fee u. No, 1 defy 
Load, What a Dog was I to provoke him! I 


Look, 
Pinch. Why doft not come on, Guts ? 


Load, Now I think on't, I won't come on ; 
larger Mark. 


- Match ——1 am « 
till you arc as fat 8s I am, and then 
. gh you 


don't like his Countenance ; he has a murdering = 


(4! © Diftance. 


1 
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Pinch. You mully Puff fat Raſcal, do you 


think that will content me ? 


up 


Land. I had beſt deliver 


fee you 


him. — Becauſe 1 


8 


1¹⁴ 


1 


A have kick'd him at firſt, if 1 


I have given you a Bellyful, I 


1 very well; this is Honour. 


a Sword, I'll 


« Coward, But, Ma- 
this: I think twill do 


SCENE, The Widow's Hoe. 


EOS uN 1 


ee «xk CASS07 


nch got 
nimble when he is to run 


e 


£4 
15 1 
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VFVou muſt know, that 
come to a Refolntion, that 
have Madam Belinda, and 
, - 


going to pro- 
ening Prayers, 


take 


( 92 ) 
take this Grievance off your Hands. Tu all 
for Sake. [ Exe. 

in, Well, 1 wiſh you Succeſs. 


12 
Lead. Is he gone? (Enters. is thi 
cowardly Raggamuffin, this Rawbone Skeleton ; 
I have waited for him this Hour, and the Rogue 
has hid himſelf in the Chink of ſome Door, or 
the Crevice of a Wall, 
him, I'll pi 
Belin. you 
Load. Meet me! No, Madam : Now I hope 
1 has nothing in him 
at Bones ; no Heart at all, Madam ; ever while 
you live, a fat Man for a Man of Spirit. 
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Wid. Where is this 
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an's Shirts, when he has none. 


hat, are you out of Humour, Sir? 


Wh 
| No 


foorn to be out of Humour 


du. 


« * The Bellair will 


fight, or elſe 1 


„ to lot my Wii fee e Cour 
But 1 wonder where's that Welſh 


: 
I. 


up for my Rival * Hs, ha, very 


h 
] 
het 


2 
2 


| 
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2 
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Cot pleſs 


OS: 


I 


me qualmiſh. 


clip tn k 


you ſcurvy, lou 
— Than and your Ape . 

your Digeſtions do not w 
eat this Lock, _ 


FE 
* 


7 
255 


Ds 


| on't for all the Goats in Wales, 
There is one Goat I Beats bim,] Will 
> good and ſo Kind to cat it now, you 


%% Raggamuſin, thou ſhalt die for 
you know where you are, 


ou ſay true, ſcald Knave, I ſhall die 

% Will is, Bu 1 will defire you ts 

live, and cat your Vietuals when you can get it, 

there is Sauce for it. I Beats lin.] If you can 
mack 6 Lock, vou ſhall cat a Leek, 

- Bell, Oh the, Captain, don't be a 


F 
Ly 


ird 
18 


; 
. 


8 


115 
i 


live, 
and 


f, old . the Smell of thy 


Lest a Leek! I would not come within 
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ſter, to heal your Pate. 
it in Earneſt of Revenge. 


Enter Sharp. 
[to Bell.) _ — 17 to 
y any longer. — Ha ! Harry; 
Braſs ! "Tis he, - How do | 
Harry ft Lord, how you're diſguis'd in 
Cloaths ! I ſwear 1 hardly knew you. 
Bell. What, is this Gentleman an Acquain- 
of yours ? | 

Cul, Pox o'the Acquaintance, would I were 
out: My Varriage is ſpoilt, and now I may go 
and hang my telt. 

Sharp, Yes, Sir, we were Acquaintance for- 
mal. , but by an unlucky Accident he was forc'd 
to take a Trip to the Welt indices, 

Boll, How fore d 

Sharp. Only for levying of Money without Au- 
thority 


a goodly Man. 


Cal. A Pox confound you all. Exit. 
Belin, Your Huſband is run away from you, 
Madam. 
Ss. Is he? "Tis Pity indeed; I'm forry 
_ + 
Flu. Look ye, Widow, I pr 
you, look you, to that I am de- 


ellins, who was a mightier, and greater, and bet. 

ter Shentleman than any in the whole World 

I don't care who knows it, that 1 will 
nour of it | 


Wid. What does he lay, Child ? 

Belin, The Gentleman ſays, he's willing to 

4 Do: be 1 Ha, ba Bledling light upon 
* C3 ns 

his Heart for it, — Well, 1 cannot do without a 


in the 


ended from the ancient Family of the F- 


marry 


= © mow =© JE NSoocnaoyYnsS www As 


Pinch. How this? Am I trick d. c 
undone ! Married wo a Bundle of Caſt 
Cloaths ! 2 
 Belin. How's this, Sir? Married 


Ben. Then we're all agreed. Prithee, Mr. 
Pt ſtand out. The Gul is vir- 


Pinch, Since I can't help it, 1 malt agree, 
80 come, my Dear. 

Bell, Now we're all pleas'd; let's dedicate 
the Day to Joy. 


H $nce 


698 


Since Love all Nature with its Influence cheers, 
And Hymen lights his at ninety Years , 


. ng Hour, 
may we feel Love' Pow'r; 
Ln ne on gi gn 


if Love be Folly, may it ever laſt. 


THE 


Pokus, Soncs, PRorlocuks, 
1 EeriLocuts, Erirarus, Eri- 


GRAMS, Cc. Cc. on various 


Subjects. 
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( 201 ) 


POEMS, Oc. 


ADVICE to an aſpiring young La dr; 
An Occafiomal Friendly P O E M. 


THE Counſels of a Friend, Belinda, hear, 
Too roughly kind to pleaſe a Lady's Ear, 
Unlike the Flatt'ries of a Lover's Pen, 

Such Truths as Women ſeldom hear from Men. 
Nor think, I praiſe you ill, when thus I ſhew, 
What Female Vanity might fear to know ; 
Some Merit's mine, to dare to be ſincere, 
But greater your's, Sincerity to bear. 
Hard is the Fortune that your Sex attends, 
Women, like Princes, find few real Friends ; 
Moſt who approach them their own Ends purſue, 
Hence oft from Reaſon hecdlei Beauty ftrays, 
Hence by fond Dreams of fancy'd Pow'r amus'd, 
When moſt you tyrannize, you're moſt abus'd, 
H 3 What 


| | ( 102 ) 
What is your Sex's earlieſt, lateſt Care, 
Your Heart's defir'd Ambition? To be fair; 
For this the Toilet every Thought 


| employs, 
Hence all the Toils of Dreſs, and all the Joys: 


For this, Hands, Lips, and Eyes are put toSchool, 


And each inſtructed Feature has its Rule; 

And yet how few have learnt, when this is giv'n, 
Not to diſgrace the partial Boon of Heav'n. 
How few with all their Pride of Form can move | 
How few are lovely! Nature fram'd for Love l 
Do you, my Fair, endeavour to 
An Elegance of Mind, as well as Dreſs , 
Be that your Ornament, and know to pleaſe 
Nature's unaffected Eaſe ; 
Re ſtill ſuperior to your Sex's Arts, 
Nor think Diſhoneſty a Proof of Parts; 


For you the plaineſt, is the wiſeſt Rule, 
A 


cunning Woman is a knaviſh Fool, 
Be good yourſelf, nor think another's Shamg 
Can raiſe your Merit, or adorn your Fame, 
Virtue is amiable, mild, ferene, 
Without, all Beauty, and all Peace within, 
Seck to be good, but aim not to be great, 
A Woman's nobleſt Station is Retreat ; 

Be never cool Reſerve, with Paſſion join'd, 
Love not at all, or cle be fondly kind ; 

In this, Extremes alone, can truly bleſs, 
The Virtue of a Lover is Exceſs, 
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( 103) 
Contemn the little Pride of giving Pain, 
Nor think that Conqueſt juſtifies Diſdaing 
Short is the Period of inſulting Pow'r, 
Offended Cp finds his 'vengeful Hour, 
Soon will reſume the Empire which he gave, 
And ſoon the Tyrant ſhall become the Slave, 
Bleſt is the Maid, and worthy to be bleſt, 
Whoſe Soul intire, by him he loves poſſeſt, 
Feels every Vanity in Fondnefſs loſt, 
And asks no Power, but that of pleaſing moſt, 
Her's is the Bliſs, in ſweet Return to prove 
The honeſt Warmth of vadiflembled Love, 


Theſe Rules pur d by you, my Fair, will gain 
Content, I hope, and a. fure Rg. from Pain, 


The LUCKY THOUGHT: 


OR, 

The Child lay d 10 the wrong Father. 
VARRO liv « private Life, 
And ftarv'd in Bondage 


A 8 
Did ſhe too ſtarve To him at leaſt 
$0 Matters ſeem d: But ſhe know beſt, 


=_—_ For 


.. + 

For ſhe was plump, Hiſtorians fay, 
And look d as blythſome as the Day. 
But that, Avverre underſtood 

Was from her Nature, not her Food. 


Who, grown a Man, inform'd the Wench on'ts 
The Wench grew kind, as Dick grew bolder, 
And was convinc'd of what he told her. 

A lucky Girl may grant a Favour, 
Yet keep her Character 


Poor Youth, thy Ruin it will be, 

And I—what muſt become of me ? 
Caught in this fad Dilemans, Dick 
| (Whole Facultics were ſharp and quick) 
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— 
Concluded thus, to fave their Bacon, 
In Father's Net it muſt be taken 

Nan, you can ſwear a 


Son, Father, Mother, all attended ; 
Before the Juſtice now we find her, 
Dick, prompting all the while behind her. 
His Worſhip influenc'd before, 

Well, Huy! who made you a Whore ? 
The uſual Oath upon the Book. 

What ſwore the Slut ! Avarye cries, 

And lified up his Hands and Eyes, 

My Wir can prove my own Unfitnefs, 
Villain! quoth the, call me to Witneſs ? 
Yes, Letcher, I can witneſs this, 

I've now and then a flabb'ring Kib ; 
That's all, theſe twenty Years and more, 


The reſt it ſeems was for your Whore, 
Con- 


( 106) 
Condemn'd on Evidence ſo plain, 
Avarro urg d his Age in vain; 

A Child not his, a jealous Wie, 

Were now the Comforts of his Life , : 
The Father ſuffer'd for the Son, 

In this, quoth Dick, no Harm was done. 
But Senſe of Wrong (with Leave of Dick) 
Wou'd touch the calmeſt to the Quick. 
Conſcious, yet cou'd no Proof 
There lies the Strength of an Abuſe, 

True, there's no Injury, unknown, 

The Child you think fo, is your own, | 
But 'tis the Devil and all to buy, | 
Yet have no Finger in the Pye, 
Obſerve the Difference among B 

I mean Auarro) and —ſome others, 
have the Shame without the Vice; 
Thoſe pay for all, but get « Slice. 

The former Caſe, tho' hard indeed, 
With crafty Richards may ſucceed ; 

But ſure the latter often falls 
Within a Mile or two of Paul's, 
Where Courtiers keep good natur d Proxies, 
Who live contented with their Donis. 


( 107 ) 
On two young LADIES jroning their 
E but your Hearts, as are your 


Linnen. 
W « Heaters, wann, 


Your Kindneſs then wou'd, like your Beauty, 
But you are Ice, your Lovers all on Fire, 

You, ſtrong Averſion, they, all o'er Deſire : 
Make that a and you'll well agree, 
The Ice will melt, the Fire lefs furious be. 


An humourous EPIST LE from Miſe 
_ Wou'd-be, to Miſs Betty For- 


IM tn, ! beg your Pardon forthe Liberty 
I have taken, 

In preſuming to ſpeak in an Affair which I have 
no Buſineſs to ſpeak in; 

But you have a Mind to be marry'd, it ſeems, and 

1 have « Mindto hinder you, 

At leaſt, till you have conſidered what a Slave 
Marriage will render you, 


Nat 


(108) 


Not but that Mr. Jubu and you might make an 

excellent Bout on't ; 

For Mr. Jabs is a Gentleman of Parts, Madam, 
I make no Doubt on't : 


But can you conſtantly ſupply both his Pleaſure 
and his 


Ah! Madam, en 

Taverns and Publick Houſes ? 
Thoſe who are cruel to their 
ſeldom over-kind to their 


ill Huſbandry is endlck, 


And before he knew you, Madam, I am fure he 
was 


'd to ſpend leſs. 
You have a Fortune, I confeſs, but you have not 


a Mint of Money; 


quickly out-run ye, 

Can't you enjoy the Pleaſures of the World, with- 
out being plagu'd with « Husband * 
If 1 was you, I'd fee Mr. Jun hang d, before I'd 
agree to be thus bound ; 


There are generous-hearted Men enough, who 


have very good Qualificatians, 


Follow the Law of Nature,---What have you ts 
ls 


60 with hs Low of Viations 7 


Where he has the Money, God knows, but his 


Or if you had, at the Rate he goes on, he won d 


1 


ses sg rr. 
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Broken Courtſhip : 


Or, The 4 
aid. 


TT” E Fair with ſceming Pleaſure — 
ſent, | 


Which was receiv'd with equal true Content. 
We kiss d, we toy d. and did cach other view, 


In « few Days, to prove (as fince i find) 
Her a Temper, like maſt Womenkind, 


And pleas'd with them, did good Behaviour hun, 
And when of various Truths 1 have diſcours'd, 
I from ill Uſage have good Humour forc'd. 

At length being tir d with the fatiguing Pain, 
Of prattling Juſtice to a Thing fo vain, 

I prodently withdrew, to ſeck 4 Fair, 

Who, with Attention, might ſtrict Juſtice hear, 
Agd leave the thoughtlehs, giddy, filly Ef, 

To play thc Fool with Bebioe, the cl 


( 120 
Both are at once from dull Indifference os d. 


And by our both I'm ſure are pleay'd : 
Yet my laſt Thoughts of this fo fam'd a Fibber, 


Is, that her Parents inſtantly ſhou d —— 


at the 
tre in Hul 


A PROLOGUE, 
of the New 


thirſty Plains, 

And Nature kindly aids the Farmers Gains, 

The grateful Peaſants with Oblations crowd, 
To thank their Parent for the Gift beſtow'd: 
Thus I, for Favours I've receiv'd from you, 
Offer the Thanks to fo much Kindneſs dus: 
For you we build, for you this Structure raiſe, 
Our Parts to labour, and tis your's to praiſe ; 
"Tis that we aim at, and for that we ſweat, 


Strive ſome choice Bloſſom by his Art to rear, 
Unleſs aſſiſted by th' enliv'ning Sun, 
His Plant muſt periſh, and his Works undone, 
"Tis thus with me, 1 like the Floriſt toil, 

Have gather'd Sprigs from cach Theatric Soil, 
United every Branch, contriv'd the Tree, 

And form's and furniſh'd what To-night you'll 


ice, 
[PO 


HEN welcome Showers refreſh the 


Ferrer » 


(nt) 
Let but the Fair my weak Endeavours bleſe, 

And, by their Sunſhine, beam on me Succeſs, 
I'll bud ſecure, if they'll aſſiſt my Cauſe, 
In Favour grow, and ripen in Applauſe. 
This let us hope for, all our Fears annul, 
And ſhew To-night we're welcome into Hull. 


fn EPILOGUE on the CRarns of 
MONEY. 


Inſerted at the Defire of ſeveral of the Subſcribers. 
(Spoke with a Purſe.) 
TAI Charm that does command Man- 
kind, 


A greater Friend than this, you nc'er ſhall find. 
On moſt Occaſions thi; will ſurcly caſe ye ; 
For if you've Money, all Men ſtrive to pleaſe 
What will nat Money do or undo 
Money will make a Chriftian turn a Jew. 

A ftaunch Fanatick for Money will turn Roman ; 
And oft, too oft, makes Man turn to- Woman; 
For tis the Money makes ſo many Men miſcarry ; 
Pray pardon the Miſtake---I mean to m 


Monry 


. 
Money is the old Paint for ugly Faces ; 
If Celia's rich, ſhe has a thouſand Graces. 
Tho' in her Face there is not one good Feature; 
Demme, Madam, you're an angelick Creature ! 
Aoney will tempt an amorous Maid to fport ; 
Money obtains a Friend in every Court. 
The Rolk, Exchequer, King's Bench, Common 
Pleas, 
can il like £ 


Nothing with the Lawyers 

Oh! Miracles have been done by Golden Fees. 

For Money Mankind will toil and ſweat ; 

The Father will the Son, the Son the Father 
cheat: | 

And tho” in Party Arguments they rend and 

tcar, 

Both Whig and Tory in one Mind are herr. 

A mercenary Whore, whom you have kept from 
ſtarving, 

When all 's won't reimburſe 

But, on the contrary, will ſtrive to ſhun ye =» 

When, like a Fool, ſhe'as ſtript you of your 

9 and you ſhou'd think une 


With an old Tale briefly I'll conclude, 
If wiſcly in our Hands the Call we keep, 


Be fure, that after us the World will creep, * 


© 


( 113) 
An EPILOGUE of THANXS. 


d to the LADIES, by Mr. Ward, and 
Fit t Bene — at Taylor's Hall, 


ebruary iff, 1745. 


Weng oats 
1 their Thanke 


"_—. + RY are due, 
Since I my Bengfit derive from you : 
Nu're the that attract the Men ; 
You are the Nymphs that ſwell the Poet's Pen. 
For you the Poct writes, the Player plays, 
And happy he who gains the Fair One's Praiſe. 
Your Condeſcenfion, Ladics, is ſo great, 

To come to this, at beſt, fo ſmall a Treat : 
All Men of Senſe, I'm fure, will mc excuſe, 
If I to compliment my Sex refuſe, 

Where ſuch a Number of fair Ladies ſhine, 
Brighten the Place, and make it ſeem %,, 
Yet think not I fo much the Men reject, 

As for their Faveers to return Neglect: 

To them, as bound, | will my Thanks impart, 
In ſuppliant Manner, with 2 grateful Heart. 
May Cupid fill infpire the courted Fair, 

To melt with Pity cer their Hopes deſpair ; 


4 


(14) 
And may you, lovely Fair Ones, never find 
A faithleſs Lover, or a Spouſe unkind. 

May all your Vows and Wiſhes ſtill ſucceed, 
Nor Heaven forſake you at your Time of Need. 


A Receipt to make Love. 


Wo or three Dears, and two or three 
Sweets, 


Two or three Balls, and two or three Treats, 
Two or three Serenades given as a Lure, 
Two or three Oaths how much they endure, 
Two or three Meſſages ſent in one Day, d 


Two or three Times led out from a Play, 

Two or three ſoſt Speeches made by the Way, 

Two or three Tickets for two or three Times, 

Two or three Love-Letters, wrote all in Rhymes. 

Two or three Months keeping ſtrict to theſe 
Rules, 

Can never fail making a Couple of Fools, 


The Peeviſh Quadriller, 


Yr = et rd gk 
Her Look her Hand betrays, 
If an unacking Come the holds, 

She knits her Brows, and inward (colds, 


( 1s) 
If Mattadores and Kings are there, 

How _ ſhe's pleas'd her Smiles declare. 
The fre can heodly be forgiven ; 

Bu Oh Irrer 

If her Sans prendre Hand you baft, 
Sighs rend her Breaſt, her Eye-Balls roll, 
We laugh to ſee her loſe a Pole. 


Love, and a Mutton Chop. 
\ EAR Salh, Emblem of thy Chop-houſe 
Ware, 
As Broth reviving, and as White Bread fair ; 
As Small-beer grateful, and as Pepper trong ; 
As Beeſ-ſtake tender, as freſh Pot-herbs young ; 


As ſharp as Knife, as piercing as a Fork; 
Soft as new Butter, white as faireſt Pork ; 


Sweet as young Mutton, e 


Smooth as is Oil, juicy as Cucumber ; 


And bright as Cruct void of Vinegar 
O Sally, cou'd I turn and ſhift my Love, 


wa — <a a 


My Mn thus cook'd might prove a Chop» 
houſe Feaſt, 
And you alone ſhoy'd be the welcom Gueſt. 


12 


6116) 
But, deareſt Sell, the Flames that you impart, 
Like Chop, on Gridirons, broil my tender Heart; 
Which, if thy kindly helping Hand ben't nigh, 


Muſt, like an unturn d Chop, burn, hiſs and fry ; 
And muſt at laſt, thou Scorcher of my Soul, 


Shrink, and become an undiſtinguiſh'd Coal. 


1 


On * expell d a LAD v. 
Company. 


And thus diſputed Orders ſent from Heav'n; 
Like him I go, tho” to depart I'm loth ; 
Like him I go, for Angels drive us both. 
Hard was his Fate, but mine ſtil! more unkind, 
His Eve went with him, but mine ſtay d behind. 


The MOCK LOVER, 


$ wanton Strephon, on a Day, 
Made Love to Celia, but in Play, 
Talk d, kifs'd, and ſigh d, but never thought 
That Love by Mocking cou'd be caught. 
Cuprd, that littic dangerous Boy, 


{ 
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And by his Mother Venus ſwore, 
That Love a Jeſt ſhou'd be no more. 
The angry God ſtraight flung his Dart, 
And ſoon transfix'd the 's Heart: 
Full of Revenge his Bow he drew, 
Which made Words ſpoke in Jeſt prove true : 
For Strephon now, the unhappy Swain, 

Feels Pain for counterfeiting Pain. 


— — | ————— 


Miſs GIGGLE's Wiſh. 


S the young Nymph one Morning took 
A er Wa 


With Miſs Coguer, to laugh and idly talk, 
She on the ſudden chanc'd to turn her Eye, 
And a known Female big with Young did ſpy. 
Pleas d with the Sight, the Wou'd-be Wanton 
ſmil'd, 5 
And bluſh'd, and leer d, and wiſli d herſelf with 
Child. 
If her Deſire to ſome Men were reveal'd, 
And the Affair from jealous Eyes conceal'd, 
The forward Chit, with crying fye, or piſh, 
In a few Months, perhaps, might have her 7/0. 
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The Phwman's Ditty to a Country 
Carate. 


HEN Molly ſmiles beneath her Cow, 
I feel my Heart I can't tell how, 
When Molly is on Sunday dreſt, 
On Sundays I can take no Reſt. 
What can I do? On working Days 
I leave my Work on her to gaze. 
What ſhall I ſay? At Sermons I 
Forget the Text when Moth's by. 
Good Maſter Curate teach me how 
And if for this you'll raiſe a Spell, 

A good fat Gooſe ſhall thank you well. 


2222 of LON DON. 
OUSES, Churches, * together 


(ug) 
Warrants, Bailiffs, Bills unpaid, 
Lords of Laundreſſes afraid; 
Rogues that nightly rob and ſhoot Men 


Women, black, red, fair, and gray, 
Prudes, and ſuch as never pray 
Handſome, ugly, noiſy, till, 
Some that won't, and fome that will ; 
Many a Beau without a Shilling, 
Many a Widow not---unwilling ; 
Many a Bargain, if you ſtrike it. 
This is London; How d'ye like it ? 


ERE hes a Laſs, 


With Peace and Reſt, 
Which nothing cer can coy it ; 

And if there is 
An after Bliſk, 


She'll certainly enjoy it. 


Then learn, ye Fair, 
In Time, like her, 
Leſt ſudden Death 
And rob you of that Treaſure, 


An EviTarn 1. B. 4 — 


Ht 2 — you do nat 


( 121 ) 
You'll ſay, dis ſtrange, but yet I'll prove it te, 
yr wan bath « Quack, «nd Poet too, 
read his Poetry, reap nothing from it, 

Kreer. : 
I've it often ſaid by them that knew him, 
They can't tell which was worſt, his Pill or 
He had one conſtant Practice to allure Men, 


His Works firſt gave the Gripes, then Phyſic 
2 


The AUTROR's own Eputaph. 


VE found, by a long experienc'd Life, 
The World's made up of Faftion, Noiſe, 
and Strife. 


Riches are Pain, 

The World's a Bubble ; 
All Pleaſure s vain, 
And Life a Trouble, 


Plagues I've had many, 
Comforts but few, 
True Joys, ſcarce any, 


I 


a 9 ; 8 * N 


On better Grounds I think him ſuch, 


: . Pray, Sir, — — 


( 122 ) 


An EPIGRAM: 


122 quoth Dick to Ned, 
Thou often wrong'ſt thy Neigh bour's Bed. 
And I, quoth Ned, will lay my Life, 
Thou always had'ſt a Tell-tale Wife. 


ANOTHER. 


FOUNG Guth takes me for a Dunce, 
For all Night long I ſpoke not once 


He ſpoke but once, yet once too much. 
between Mr. Henry 


"i _ / Sally Win . it. 


Tune, Ar I was walking, tec. 
— of Creatures with fe. 


expiring, . 
Let me reſt on your Breaſt, 

$. Fie, Sir, you do but jeſt, 
H. Thus let me fold thee with Paſſion 


Now I'll be angry, Ala. . 
hand mc. 
H Fron s 


) 
( 123 
ſee I 80 5 
Frown a am you, TY 
* * — 21 "2 
, — — hong 
! | quench my Deſire, 
DOIEDS I feel my Paſſion 
5 0 2 — 
1 h! Now 
h! 

H. O 


y! 
* 
= of 
faint, 
4 
S. Now--now--l 


I can hold out no longer. 


| A $ONG. 
The Complaint 


nds. 
e ue 
Tune, 


— 
ght was Al, the Air 
N 


( 124 ) 
Was mournful Eccho's laſt Reſource, 
All Nature was  MRill. 


III. 


The conſtant Lover ſought his Shade, 
. By Sorrow fore oppreſs'd, 
Cloſe by a Fountain's Margin laid, 
His Pain he thus expreſs'd. 


| iv. 
* Ah! wretched Youth, why did'ſt thou love, 
* Or hope to meet Succeſs, 
* Or think the Fair wou'd faithful prove, 
* Thy blooming * 


e 
* The Lilly midit the Rocks, 
„ The Grape in wild deſerted Lands, 
« The Wolf a Guard to Flocks, 
* Thoſe, you alas! will ſooner gain, 

_* And will more cafy find, 
* Than meet with ought but cold Diſdain, 
”- In faithlcſs Womankind. 


VII. 
© Richcs alone now win the Fair, 
* Merit they quite deſpiſe, | 
* The conftamt Lover thro' Deſpair, 
+ Becauſe not wealthy, dics, 


( 225 ) 


ST WS. 
Tune, Did ever Swain « Nymph adore. 
Wee 


R 
I dare not tell her that I love. 


And oh! I found the heav'nly Maid 
þ Had Charms of « faprrior Kind, 
1 Charms fuch as Time can never fade, 
The Heav'n-born Beauties of the Mind. 


At Senſc and Beauty fo divine, 
1 


1 1 
22 

At awful Diſtance he: adore , 
Relign, fond Hean, to Fatc's Decree , 
—— 


5 e * 
— 9 Brees: 


Aud hate 1 all — a 
M here 


P * . TI 3 
5 1 . 


A. 


I , 4 , $ F 
x Where I may claſp with fond x 
=. The ſoft, the b ing, 

1 In g Raptures —＋ t 


ent al 


No more ſhou'd falſe Ambitions Charms ' 
Allure my raviſh'd Heart from Love, 
When in the lovely Celia's Arms, 
All Thought but Ce 1'd remove, 
Now panting, dying, on her Breaſt, 
Diſſolv'd and loſt in Bliſs we'd lie, 
And when by Fate we're call'd to reſt, 
To happier Climes we both wou'd fly. 


SS oO 5 UA 
Tune, Stella Darling of the Muſes. 
Eaſe, fond Youth | „ 

* Think what dt you ſve to gain 
Chloe, the' ſo much you love her 

When enjoy'd, you'll then diſdain. „ 
Wou' d pu wiſh the Pleaſure laſting ? 
* PY ae ating, 


14 Wealth, or Power ? 

Toys that pleaſe at diſtant View , . 

All their Charms, poſſeſs'd an Hour, 4 7. 

Pace, as Chir e will with you, bi 

Then nor ſtrive, wor longer wil 
4 , Which, when won, 


. 


a 
1 2 
i 8 
F 
* 
* 
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9 of VERSES Mop 


Where Hopes and Fears alternately ariſe, 


ow). 


132 Fear * that kept my Flame 


Nor bath my ” ws its Paſſion mach 
Bun ll with downeaſt Looks, and beaving Sight, 


I wait my Fate, but with impatient Dread : 

A Frown would damp what my fond Fancy fed. 
Perplex d with Doubts, yet ſtill I dearly love ; 
And fain wou'd ſpeak : Oh wou'd but you ap- 


What (hall I fay, or how begin to plead 


Can Nature ſucceed ! 


prompt me how I may 


_ Cou'd well-choſe Words have any Pow'r to 


MOVE 


No, what has Eloquence to do with Love! 


A plain Simplicity and honeſt Heart, 

With truc Sincerity, m d with Art, 

Is far more juſt than all the pompous Phraſe 

Ued to catch Fools, that's blindly fond of Praiſe, 
Forgive me then, if I refuſe the Mode, 


| And han thoſe Paths, that other Lovers trod 


Far mine's a noble Paſſion, far above 
. 


h A. 1 Dow'ry of the richeſt Mold, J 


And far more pris d by me than ſordid Gold : 
For what & cs to Coment und Ba 

firſt ban Noiſe, the other's fare to pleaſe 
Noche come, to make me e pine: 
I'd laugh at fickle Fortune, and her Guide, 
That foolifh Blindneſs, that attends her Side , 
For you, and only you, ſhou'd be my ride. 


Great Nye and little Mouths. 


T AM Will had view'd Kate Betts, « tuſtions | 
Laſe, 
And for her pretty Mouth admir'd her Face, 
Kate had lik d Sam for Noſe of Reman Size, 
Not minding his Complexion, nor his Eyes, 
They met-—ſays Sam, alas | te tay the Trath, | 
1 find myſelf decelv'd by that final Mouths 


1 cou'd be fo deceiv'd by ch « Nyſe 
dare oder + 


: * 
2 — ; * "A be 
F | * 


— 
And far more pris d by me than ſordid Gold: 
For what is Riches to Content und Eaſe; 
The firſt brings Noiſe, the other's ſure to pleaſe. 
Wou d you event, and cou d I call you mine 
No Change cou d come, to make me e er repine : 
I'd laugh at fickle Fortune, and her Guide, 
That fooliſh Blindneſs, that attends her Sd, © 
For you, and only you, ſhou'd be my Pride. 


) 


„ TO 


en nes ETC 


Great Noſes and little Mouths. 


AM Will: had view'd Kate Bern, a luſcious 
Laſs, 

And for her pretty Mouth admir'd her Face, 
Kate had lik d Sam for Noſe of Reman Size, 
Not minding his Complexion, nor his Eyes, 
They met---ſays Sam, alas to ſay the Truth, 
1 find myſelf deceiv'd by that ſmall Mouth, 
Alas! cries Kate, cou'd any one ſuppoſe, 

1 cou'd be ſo deceiv'd by fuch a Noſe, 

But 1 henceforth (hall held this Maxim guſt, 


